tC      THE LADY AND THE UNICORN
The more auntie worked the fatter she grew
and the more her feet and ankles swelled. "Work
your fingers to the bone/* it said5 but auntie's
had gone the other way; now they were so fat
that they had quite lost their shape, the nails were
ground down and she could hardly see her
wedding1 ring, though it was a wide one, all she
had left to show that she was Mrs. Kempf and
that there had once been an Adolf Kempf who
had loved her and married her when she was not
as o!d as Belle and Rosa were now.
"I was sixteen," said auntie, 4iand he left me
before I was twenty, and now I am fifty-eight! I
donjt think/" she added, "that he'll come back/'
Meanwhile she went on keeping the house and
looking after the children, and going to the
market and cutting down clothes and worrying
over money and Blanche's stomach and putting
up with father, not knowing if she were happy or
not, because the days were all the same and she
had little time in them to think. Only when she
saw something that reminded her, a white ribbon
flying in the wind like a wedding streamer, or the
shade of cerise that had been the colour of her
parasol, or heard a sentimental tune, would she
have a stab of memory and, if it was very late or
she was tired, she might weep, but not for long.
She was so accustomed now to being auntie that
nothing else was real, and she would talk about
Mrs. Kempf as if she were a rich relation, some-
one she had been proud to know, and not herself*
She told Blanche stories of her.